PASSAGES  FROM ARABIA DESERTA
manj whom he feigned to be his brother, besides he named
falsely.-Hard it were to avoid such frauds of the Beduins!
Misshd said, 'Well, I warrant him, go in peace.5 I made the
condition that my bags should be laid upon his thelul, and I
might mount her myself; so we set forward.
This rafik looked like a wild man: Askar and his fellowship were
already in the way before us; we passed by some shallow water-
holes that had been newly cleared; I wondered to see them in this
high ground- We came then to the brow, on the north, of the
Kharram mountain, here very deep and precipitous to the plain
below; in such a difficult place the camels, holding the fore-legs
stiff and plumping from ledge to ledge, make a shift to climb
downward. So, descending, as we could, painfully to the under-
lying sand desert, and riding towards a low sandstone coast,
Abbassiehs west of Misma, we bye and bye overtook Askar's com-
pany. Coming nigh the east end of the mountain, they thought
they espied habalis lurking in the rocks, 'Heteym of the Nefud,
and foemen,* where landlopers had been seen the day before.
'Khalil (said Askar), can your naga keep pace with us? we are
Beduw, and rmhash (nahdjj) \ we will hie from any danger upon
our theluls; hasten now the best thou canst, or we must needs
leave thee behind us, so thou wilt fall alone into the hands of the
robbers.' They all put their light and fresh theluls to the trot:
my old loaded naga, and jaded after the long journey from
Teyma, fell immediately behind them, and such was her wooden
gait I could not almost suffer it. I saw all would be a vain effort
in any peril; the stars were contrary for this voyage, none of my 4
companions had any human good in them, but Askar only. My
Tuiild rafik, whom I had bound at our setting out by the most
solemn oath, "upon the herb stem/ that he would not forsake me,
now cried out, 'Wellah-billah, he would abandon me if I mended
not my pace (which was impossible); he must follow his com-
pamons, aid was their rafik, * so they ran on a mile or two.
The last days' rain had cooled the air; this forenoon was over-
cast, but the sim sometimes shone out warmly. When with much
ado I caiae up to my flying fellowship, I said to Askar, "Were the
enemies upon you, would you forsake me who am your way-
fefflow?* 'I would, he said, take thee up back-rider on my thelul,
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